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Laid open all your vi&ories in Scotland : 

Your difcipline in war,wifedome in peace : 

Your bounty ,vertue,fairchumilitie: : 5J , . 

Indeede left nothing fitting for the purpofe . ,j ( 
Vntoucht,orflcightly handled in difeourfe: 

And when mine oratorie grew to an end, 

1 bid them that did loue their countries good, 

Crie.God faue Richard, Englands rqyall Kmg. 

Glo, A, and did they fo ; 

Hue, Nofo Godhelpe me, • i . ; 

But like dumbeftatues or breathing ftones, 

Gazde each on other and lookt deadly pale: 

Which when I faw,I reprehended them, 

And askt the Maior.vvhat meant this wilfull filence# 

His anfvverc was, the people, were not wont 
To be fpoke to,but by the Recorder. 

Then he was vrgde to tell my tale againe: 

Thus, faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferd : 

But nothingfpake in warrant from himfelfe: 

When he had done,fome followers ofmine ownc 
At the lower end of the hall.hurld vp their caps, 

And fomc ten voices cried,God faue King Richard. 
Thankes louing Citizens and friends, quoth I, 

This generall applaufe and louing fhoutc, 

Argues your wifedomes and your loue to Richard: 

And fo brake off and cameaway. * 

Glo. Whattonglelfc blocks were they, would they not,' 
Hue. Nobymy troth my Lo: ffpeake? 

Glo, Will not the Maior then, and his brethren come. 
Glo. The Maior is here, at hand, and intend fome feare, 
Be not fpoken withall, but with mightiefutc; - 

And lookeyou get a praier booke in your hand, 

And ftan d betwixt two churchmen good my Lo: 

For on that ground lie build a holy defcant: 

Be not eafie wonne to our requefl: 

Play the maides part,fay no, but take it* 

Glo, Feare not me.ifthou canft pleadeas well tot them, 
As I can fay nay to thee>for jny fclfc, 


of Richard the third. 

No doubt week bring ; it to ahappiciflue. ; : . [ 

'Hue . You fhai fee what I can do,get youvpto the leads.-i*. 
Now my Lord Maior, I dance attendance here , ^ 

I thinke the Dukewill not be fpoke withall. Enter Catesby. 
Here comes his feruant: how now Catcsby what fates he# 
C* te f- My. Lord, he doth intreatc your grace 
T o vifit him to morrow' or next day, 

Heis within with two right reuerend fathers, 

Diuinely bent to meditation, • 

And in no worldly fute would he be mou’d, 

T o draw him from his holy exercife. 

Buc. Returne good Catcsby to thy Lord againe, 

Tell him my fclfc, the Maior and Gttizem, 

In deepe defignes and matters ofgreat moment, 

No Idle importing then our generall good, 

Arc come to haue fomc coaftrece w'ith his grace. 

Catef. lie tc li him what you fay my Lord. Exit, 

Hue. A ha my Lord, this prince is not an Edward: 

He is not 1 u 1 ling on a leaud day bed. 

But on hi ; knees at meditation : 

Not dalying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two d eepe Diuines : 

Not fleeping to ingroflc his idle body. 

But praying to innch his watchfull foule. 

Happie were England, would this gracious prince 
T akc on himfelfe the foucraigntie thereon, 

But furc I feare we fhall neucr winne him to it. . 

Mai. Marry God forbid hisgracc fhouldfay vs nay. 
Buc. I feare he will, how now Catesby, Snt.Catef, 

What faies your Lord J 

C ate/. My L.hc wonders to what end,you haue aficmbled 
Such troupes pf Citizens to fpeake with him. 

His grace not being warnd thereofbfcforc, 

My Lord, he feares you meant uo good to him. 

Buc. Sorielamray noblcCofeufhould 
Sufpcfl me that I mcauc no good to him. 

By hcaqen I ic»mc in perfeft loue t© hiio, . ; 

And fo once more returne and tel j hit grace: Exit Qitesby. 
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